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TO THE REVEREND JOHN PURCHAS, M. A., 

the following verses, 

(if verses they may be called) 

in admiration of the 

noble stand he is making 

AGAINST 

PERSECUTION THE MOST BITTER, 

HYPOCRISY the"* MOST UNBLUSHING, 

AND 

TYRANNY THE MOST CONTEMPTIBLE, 

BUT NOT, ALAS ! WITHOUT PARALLEL ! 

ARE INSCRIBED BY AN ENGLISHMAN 

WHO KNOWS NO MORE OP 

FORMS AND CEREMONIES 

THAN HE DOES OF 

THE KING OF OUDE, 

BUT WOULD HONOUR 

TRUTH IN ALL MEN. 



PREFACE. 




jICKNESS is no joke, though there 
may be fome joking in ficknefs. In 
point of faft invalids are often very 
jocular. There is a joy in fadnefs, yet fadnefs 
is not enjoyment. At the fanie time a fpark 
of fad indignation gives birth to outbreaks 
that have a caft of humour, and even fun in 
them ; gaunt, it may be, but fun neverthelefs ; 
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as if the feelings could find a vent that way, 
when they fought it in vain through tears. 
Juvenal, whofe fadnefs none can queftion, is 
at times a prince of grotefques. Horace never, 
for he is never fad ; and needs, therefore, and 
has — no contraft. 

Dante infpired by Virgil is, at leaft in the 
Inferno, unconfcioufly the Juvenal of later Italy ; 
and in Piazza's Latin at times reads paflably 
like him. 

The fecular in the middle age was certainly 
afFefted thus. He gargoyled his Francifcan 
interloper; and he, in turn, — for regulars were 
juft as ready as feculars for a joke in ftone. 
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fpouted his Dominican rival — fpouted him in 
his very adl of fpouting, which was his bufinefs 
in fpecial ; for, doubtlefs, many a grim face, 
afting as a water- fhoot off the roof of a quaint 
old church or grey-coated minfter, repeats in 
rough femblance the puft cheek of the preaching 
brother ; as he founded the loud praifes of S. 
Dominic and his trumpet-tongued Order, to 
the heart-pricking and heart-fearching and, 
perhaps, foul-faddening of his fpirit- wounded 
and bare -footed rival. 

And to fome fuch feeling as this, fome fuch 
mixture of grave with gay, and more than lively 
with fevere, muft we attribute the juxtapofition 

B 
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of wild grotefques, and works of folemn art, 
in our cathedrals; and the near neighbourhood 
of the former — very often, as we think, too 
near — to places and things moft holy. 

How far this ferves to prelude the following 
few prolufions on themes fuggefted by the times, 
the era, the period — not the papers among 
which, but the days in which, we are living, 
others, if they can be found for the purpofe, 
muft fay. 



I. 



THE PILGRIM. 

A better prieft I trow there no where none is : 
He waited after no pomp nor reverence. 
Nor maked him a fpiced confcience ; 
But Chriftis lore, and His Apoftles twelve 
He taught, but firft he followed it himfelve. 

Canterbury Tales. 

URCHAS his Pilgrimage — that brave 
old book ; 
Oh ! how I love upon its leaves to look. 
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Telling of lands and ages far away ; 

But Purchas hath his pilgrimage to-day : 

A very pilgrimage of moil and ftrife ; 

Such is, indeed, man's pilgrimage through life : 

To live and labour in a home of fpies, 

Leaguered with hate and ventilate with lies ; 

A home, and not a home — a ftarting place 

Whence the worn pilgrim fprings upon his race 

From poft to pillar, and from pillar back 

To poft — 'mid mobs that hound him on his 

track, 
Yelling and curfing, without let or paufe. 
For Law and Gofpel and " The Good Old 

Caufe," 
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Not Chrift's — the Friend and Lover of good 

men. 
But his — the Accufer of the Bretheren. 

Go forth, then, thou, the Purchas of this age, 
Go forth upon thy thanklefs pilgrimage, 
Go, for thy Mafter's voice is calling thee : 
When others faint, ftrive thou for maftery ; 
And purchafe to thyfelf a good degree. 
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II. 
DONEC TEMPLA REFECERIS. 

Ja-eL 

She fmote off his head, 
When (he had pierced and flricken through his Temples. 

ELL done, good Dean and Chapter of 

Saint Paul's, 

Well done, thou weasely beasely Mifter Mayor; 

Go deck your dome — and wafh your whited walls, 

And tumble down your parifh homes of prayer. 

Your hirelings fly their flocks, their flocks in turn 
Refufe to knuckle at your gates and knock ; 
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Aptly the (heep their (hepherd's leflbn learn, — 
A Sunday paftor makes a weakly flock. 

And now with broided band and ribbon'd border 
Fain would ye trim your cold Walhalla hall; 

Yes, ye do well to fet your houfe in order : 
" Here endeth the laft chapter of Saint Paul." 



Spruce the tall dome, ding down the parifh fteeple, 
So wily Ja-eL wills — fo wills the fovereign 
people. 
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HI. 



SIC VOLO. 

Let there be Light. 

^UT out the light — and then — put out the 
Light," 

Let all mock-majefty of worfliip ceafe ; 
Stoles are but ribbons, albes but rags of white, 
Incenfe a ftench, and candles pounds of greafe. 

" Off with thofe ftoles, dofFchafuble and cope, 
Orphreys look queer, and lace and fringe and 
flounce — ill ; 



» 



f c 
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So rules his holinefs the Pope, the Pope 
Of Canterbury ; and the Privy Council. 

Altars are not, and Tables muft be dark. 
For light is life, and life fometimes a bore ; 

" I fay, — and am not I a Patriarch ? 

' Let there be darknefs — darknefs evermore.' 

" Know ye — ' We walk by faith and not by 

fight:' 
Put out the light — and then — put out The 

Light." 
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IV. 
NO KING BUT CAESAR. 

sHRIST in the kingdoms of the world is 
King ; 

He ruleth among men : fo faith the feer, * 
Who talks religion as a common thing. 
To whom all myfteries alike are clear, 
All alike hidden from his eyes. Draw near, 
And watch the fields of Alface and Lorraine, 
What fee ye there ? — the rule of Chrift the 
King? 



Sick Times. 19 

What mark ye 'mid the vineyards of Cham- 
pagne ? — 

The Gofpel of our Matter conquering 
With the bright arms of Charity and Love, 
And dews of mercy dropping from above ? 
Be fure, the Chaflepot is a fhape of light, — 

Angel of peace, that Pruffian's needle gun, — 
Almighty inftruments, indeed, of might, 

But fcarce of Him, our great Almighty One, 

Whofe word is law. Who wills and it is done 
Alike by kaifer, king, and conqueror. 
Though now they feem to be His own no more. 
But, Lord, how long ? Shall Chriftian blood like 
rain 
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Drench thofe fair fields, and Chriftian hate and 

pride. 
With Chriftian bodies load like dung the plain. 

All that the mighty fhould be magnified. 
And the weak trodden down, as heretofore. 
Under the tramp of thofe good kings, whofe plea 
It is to rule in peace and equity ; 
Labouring forfooth alike for great and fmall, 
His peers Whofe Kingdom ruleth over all ? 
Like Pruflians around Metz thoughts round me 

throng, 
And lay fiege to my brain, — but Lord, how long ? 
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V. 
THE SKY IS RED AND LOWERING. 

IGNS of the times there are, and pleafant 
figns 

For men who fit under their figs and vines 
In gracious eafe, and little care for aught 
Beyond themfelves, in deedj or word, or 

thought, 
Firft, into Chrifli's church be baptized, ye preach ; 
Then, not the church thefe young baptized fliall 

teach ; 
Bifliops are fcant, — of them ye make no more. 
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(At leaft to fit upon the Peer-houfe floor) 
Though lords, — of cotton-fpinners by the fcore. 
Learning ye love, — and thruft it coldly by : 
Riches ye honour not, — yet glorify. 
Ye condefcend to men of low eftate ; 
Yes ! condefcend ye do, with vengeance great. 
Proud as your fathers were, yet all allowed 
That they were honeft ; ye are mean and proud : 
Fops, fribbles, men and women whofe pretence 
Is that their clay hath higher excellence 
Than hath their fellows, — fellows ? nay than thofe 
Whom the fools hang upon their unked ^ nofe : 

^ Various reading of Perfius ' excuffo,' pulled, or fhaken 
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Knowing but this, 'tis all they care to know, 

Odi profanum vulg : et arceo ; 

The fenfe of which, if aught they hold have 

fenfe, 
Means, I hate common folk, and drive them 

hence. 
Ye know the line drawn out in thofe fad days, 
'Twixt high and low, the time of Louis Seize ; 
Ye know from mean men, men of blood and 

paffion. 
What fate befell the foullefs flaves of fafhion : 



out after twilling, polifhed by pulling, therefore polite, wag- 
gifti, fhifty, (haky, fmoothed out by fhaking, twitchy. 
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How wide the gulf that fundered them, ye know. 
Ye know how Corah, Dathan, and Abiram, 

Went down that gulf — and men there are to throw 
You after them, if into wrath ye fire 'em : 

For, wide as theirs, the gulf that fevers us. 

The Gulf of Dives and of Lazarus. 



II. MEDIUS TUTISSIMUS. 

Fain would I fall in love with crowns and kings, 
They are fuch handfome, ancient, ufeful things ; 
Still, if to fpeech of Plebs and his rough throng 
I cannot fay " all-right," I will not fay ^' all- 
wrong." 
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VI. 



VIS CONSILI EXPERS. 



— Sed verius fie, — Concilium 
Virorum, expers virium. 

Atque utinam his potius nugis tota ilia dediiTet 
Tempora, 

N the old records of the chofen nation, 
I read of many a holy convocation 
Held in obedience to the fovereign will ; 
As in the chronicles of later ages. 
Heading long columns of their dreary pages. 
We trace the lines of convocation ftill : 

D 
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Which convocation 

Is a congregation 
Of Bifhops, Priefts, Archdeacons, Deans and 

Dodors, — 
Two chambers, one of prelates, one of proftors. 
Mingled with ex officios, non-prelatical. 
Save fome ftray /txfiVo? tk, fome centaur-man. 
Half prieft, half bifhop, called a Suffragan, 
Whofe natural life looks fomething problematical. 
Nor fifti, nor flefti, nor fowl, nor good red- 
mullet : 
So wills the rhyme, nor can I difannul it. 
Twofold, one feat he has in one houfe ; that I call 

The lefler, lower, nether. 
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Where commons fit together, 
Apart from Bifhops, but no wife fchifmatical, 
Prefided over by a Prolocutor 
(Though Mrs. Brown, (he fays, the yew don't 
fhoot her. 
And no prolociitor in any town 
Of Bucks and Beauties beateth Mrs. Brown.) 
Thefe in and out of thofe twin chambers ftalk. 
Chambers of little doing, but much talk ; 
Where grave men incubate their grave grava- 
mina, 
— A Buxton fowl a Buxton egg muft have in 

her — 
Their feeming one dread tafk to bind, from morn 
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Till eve, hard burdens, heavy to be borne 
On others' backs, to be by others worn ; 

Themfelves not having quite fufficient 

ftamina, 
(Though Mrs. Brown, fhe fays, that this 
don't gammon her,) 
To bear the load upon their own broad fhoulders, 
So "idle, idle" — look they to beholders. 
Like chattering boys, unwilling or unable 
To fcore one unit of their leflbn-table. 
"But why," afks " Tatler" Bicker— ftafFe— or— 

fteth, 
"Should man not ride his hobby-horfe to 
death ?" 
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What were the ftirine of Jove without his 
Flamen ? 

Barclay and Perkins what without their dray- 
men? 

What were a parifti clerk without his Amen ? 

What an archdeacon without his gravamen ? 

*' A plague o' both your Houfes," fay — not I, 
But others — of your lordly company. 



30 
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VII. 



UTRUM HORUM. 




'AIL ! Pio Nono, the Infallible ! 

For babes, methinks, this milk is fome- 
thing ftrong : 
But we too have our dainty difti as well, 

Our meat for men, — *' The king can do no 
wrong." 
Looking on this and that I fail to fee 
The line 'twixt tweedle-dum and tweedle-dee. 
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VIII. 



OXFORD. 




I. YESTERDAY. 

IME was that dome auguft, fteeple, and 
tower, 

Grafs court, gray cloyfter, and green garden 
nook, 
And chime of bells at eve and matin hour, 

Tuned to the blazon of her unfeal'd book. 
Her " DoMiNus Illuminatio Mea," 
Made to all Englifti hearts old Oxford dear. 
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And why ? for then the faith of men was real. 
Then with men's fouls was Sacred Writ 
received, 
Then were church creeds true Things, not 
Thoughts ideal, 
Then what mouth utter'd, heart of man 
believed. 

So all, art-graduate, under-graduate youth. 
Taught or were taught — and knew or learned — 

the truth ; 
Wherefore the God of Truth, with gracious eye. 
Watched o'er the pleafant Fords of Ofeney. 
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II. TO-DAY. 

Time is, and tower, and fteeple, and brave Dome, 
And garden- wall and cloyfter grey ftill ftand 

Within the precindts of their own old Home, — 
Stand — but as ftrangers in a ftranger land ; 

While Phantom lights, through cafements high 
and low, 

Will-o'-the-Wifp-Iike, flicker to and fro. 

Yes ; through the ribs of that gaunt fkeleton 
Ye catch the red gleam of a lowering fky. 

For ftill, though His bright lamp be out and 
gone. 
There is much fpeculation in that eye ; 
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Too much for eyes that lit with truth ftiould be. 
To light night-foundering wanderers o'er life's 

fea; 
A hollow fpeculation, blank and blind, 
A wild fire blown about with every wind. 



Ill, TO-MORROW. 

Time will be, that thofe towers ftiall filent be, 
That chapel turn'd to common-room, that 
hall, 

A hell for games of greed, and devilry, 
Hold of Profeffor Atheiftical, 

Who there his clafs will cocker, fmirk, and nod ; 

And fay to other fools — there is no god 
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But one — and one that's namelefs is his prophet ! 

Yes ! what the fires have taught the fons, the 
fons 
Will do, and deal their fires fiifficient of it, 

To buy and pay not, dodge and do their duns. 
All legal fequences to poor humanity, 
Tixoq of Ethics without Chriftianity ; 
But a fad end for her whofe towers (hould ftand 
Lights of Chrift's Church, and beacons through 
the land. 
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IX. 

He does not pray but perfecute. 

Sam. Butler. 

BOOK there is, not written yefterday. 
Which many a godly man profefles 
Clofe to his heart to lay, 
And even blefles, 
When he can wreft its pointed texts afide 
To feed his paflion, prejudice, and pride. 
It faith, " Ye have a matter 'gainft a brother. 
And dare ye go to law with one another ? 
To law — before the unjuft. 
And not the faints before ; 
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And worldly judges truft, 

Who truft not Chrift's own lore, 

But bow them to the duft 
Of courts for evermore, 

As ever more they muft. 

While courts Chrift's church ignore. 

And have ye not one man, — 

I fpeak this to your ftiame, — 
Who will decide, and can, 
A Chriftian brother's claim ? 
Nay to that bench his brother hauls and hales him, 
Whofe word he heeds not when the judgment 
fails him : 
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While thus ye do, He faith, Who cannot lie, 
Ye are at fault in this, and utterly ! 

Ye fill your bags to make your brother poor. 
And thefe your " amicable fuits" ye call ; 
Mafkers, with mouth demure, 

And lying lips withal : 
For juftice at the door 

With hands unclean ye knock. 
And crave, with lips impure. 
For laws ye mean to mock. 
Brethren, but not of Him, are ye, 
Who bade ye one another's burdens bear. 
And fo fulfil the Law of Charity, 
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His Law Whofe Name upon your brows ye 

wear; 
But as his brothers go ye among men. 
The arch-accufer of the bretheren : 
I faid it once, and fay it now again. 
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X. 

NE SUTOR. 

;ETHOUGHT I faw, around a table 
fitting. 
Some little boys, with each his little flate. 

And over them an ancient lady knitting 
Her brows and ftockings, at an awful rate, 

When as fome little fleepy lad let fall 

His little Bible unapocryphal — 

" Sirs," (he would cry, " this will not do at all ; 
Ye know how from his feat old Eli fell 
And broke his neck, and Eutychus as well," 
(So {he, — nor they the contrary could tell ;) 
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" Boys, if ye drop afleep, and ileeping drop 
Your Sunday leflbn books, that work muft flop ; 
And what becomes then of the Ledlionary ? " 
There — one fmall boy, an eavesdropper, who 

heard 
All through the door, at mention of that word 
Felt all the bile in his fmall body ftirr'd : 
But then he was an outfide fedlionary, 
Son of a Cooper, clog, and coffin maker, 
A crofs between a Shaker and a Quaker, 
And therefore, as the boys faid, better able 
To cook a kitchen— than a leflbn — table. 
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XL 
FLEVIT GLACIALIS lERNE. 

Claudian. 

Hacce jacent FofTa vetulae miferabilis ofTa. 

Here in an Arched Trench be the bones of a pitiful old- 
wench. 

I. 

HEY dig a trench, and into it they cram 
The unwept relics of old Madam 
Church ; 
The neighbours faid (he was a Peter-fham, 

So Peter came and pitchM her from her perch ; 
Defcending from an ancient ftock (he went 
From bad to worfe, and this her laft defcent. 
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She was indeed a very forry party, 

And had " United " been fome feventy year. 
And rich — yet in her caufe was no man hearty ; 

Save for her coft none held her very dear ; 
Small friends fhe had and few, and children 

none. 
And thofe (he had fhe loft, the blind old crone ! 



Meafured in life but by her money's worth. 
And foUow'd only for her loaves and fifties. 

No marvel, when in death they bare her forth, 
She had but fcanty prayers and few good 
wifties ; 
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No funeral fermons, pfalms, nor Sacred Hymns, 
But at her gr^ve a few hard " Synonym$." 

And on her tomb was fcratch'd, in Maynooth 

Latin, 
A grave infcription — it (hall here con>e pat in : 
Latin of Maynooth is, as all men know. 
Akin tQ French of Stratford-atte-Bow. 



II, 

** Bif-que quater-»que vale, Conciliata male ! ** 
A mighty good riddance, bedad, of a bargain uncommonly bad. 

" Unita ^' nomine amiflb, 
Veftitu nuptiali fciflb. 
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Induta fepulchrales pannos. 
Hie jacet vetula, quae annos 
Centenos ter et fupra vixit, 
Et fe non morituram dixit ; 
In hac re, ut in vita tota, 
Mendaciis et fraude nota. 
Nam Petrus, clavo ufus clave 
Hibernice et baud ignave, 
Idlu cerebrum quaffit gravi ; 
Nee ilia dixit, tunc, " Peccavi." 
In ipfo fed momento mortis, 
Mero et aqua forti fortis, 
Clamavit — " Sola fto in Portis, 
Dux Evangelicae cobortis ; 
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In veritate irdvM caelica, 

Ut (urn natura pan-angelica ! 



>i 



Te, perquam miferanda anus, 
Te tradimus in -ejus manus, 
Qui, machina dum tua vixit. 
In collum tuum manus fixit ; 
Et tua (nunc jacentia Foffa 
Sub Arcuata) tenet ofla. 

In buftum fie te fepulchrale, 
In Vallum, vix Epifcopale, 
Jaftamus conclamantes, '^ Vale.' 
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XII. 
OPUS ALEiE. 

The weapons of war perifhed. 

I. 

lALLEN is the mighty, and the men made 
mighty 

By him have tnrn'd upon their mighty one, 
Laughing to fee — falfe, fickle, feverifh, flighty — 
The man they made, the deed they did, 
undone. 
Then — Long live France ! Long live the 

Emperor ! 
Now — Let him rot, and rule and reign no 
more. 
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Weak is the brotherhood of ill, and frail 

The bond that binds men to a blind fuccefs ; 

If all go well, 'tis then " All hail ! All hail ! " 
If wrong— expedt the curfe of bitternefs. 

Strength, that is only ftrength in doing wrong. 

Is weaknefs — and no ftander 'gainft the ftrong. 

For God is ftrength, and what He wills is juft. 
And only what He wills can come to pafs ; 

Caftles of guile are but vain hills of duft, 

Falfe " draughts and projedts" — bits of broken 
glafs ; 

The mirrours of a wanton and a rake. 

That the firft riot in the room may break. 
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And is it not a happy thing that this 

Reads out the leffon men from men muft 
learn ; 
That, if they league with hands that do amifs. 

On their own head their wickednefs fhall turn ; 
And homes and hearts be wreck'd, and lives be 

fpilt, 
To purge the Tempter's and the Doer's guilt. 

Which yet can nothing purge, but He whofe 
blood 

Avail'd to fave the malefaftor-thief ; 
And He — albeit the All True, All Good, 

Had but His hour of triumph — one and brief: 
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" Hofanna!" now — on Friday "Crucify !" 
For the mobs thoufand cries are but one cry ; 

" Serve us — and we will flaver you with kifles," 
(Kifles that ever fmack of Judas* kifs), 

" But woe to him whofe mind our meaning 
mifles, 
The mark we bid him for his life not mifs. 

Or right or wrong our wifti, be his the blame. 

He dies the death who difappoints our aim/' 
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II. 

Civium ardor, prava jubentium. 

Last night Effigies capp'd the pedeftal, 

This morn Medallions mark'd the fair facade ; 

To-day, the Initials lettered the long wall, 
To-night, the Crown is in the gutter laid; 

As one true lie through all the concourfe ran, 

" Sejanus falls — I never loved the man." 

But falls — how ? why ? — for treafon 'gainft the 
ftate ? 

For doing what the tyrant mob forbade ? 
Nay, — but he fank the fovereign magiftrate 

In one who makes the people's luft his trade : 
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He would have lived had he the foe aflaird 
SuccefsfuUy ; — and fell, becaufe he fail'd. 

So now from home a grand epiftle comes, 
Full of fine words and frothy fyllables. 

Our Matter Nap. is beaten — beat the drums, — 
He yields him— if ye had them, ring the bells ; 

Whom long fuccefs forfakes we leave and hate, 

And fide with fortune 'gainft the unfortunate. 
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III. SIC TRANSIT. 



She came — our gueft — in beauty and in power, 
Hail'd ere her coming, loved as foon as feen ; 

Fair rofe of France, the darling of the hour, 
An Emprefs — ay — and every inch a Queen, 

Her way one vaft Ovation — fo " our Sifter" 

Welcomed her with both hands, on both cheeks 
kifs'd her. 

She comes — a mother, worn, and travel-foil'd ; 

Flying from France and from the guillotine : 
She comes — of all, fave her own grace, defpoil'd, 

Mattering her grief, and greater than a Queen ; 
No gueft — " our Sifter," at her country-houfe, 
Hath other things to think of — Kirk and Groufc. 
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XIII. 

PARTURIUNT MONTES, NASCETUR. 

Thus crofsly croft, they grate and point in vain, 
What one hath made, another mars again. 

Du Bartas, Babylon, by Sylvefter, 

I. 

iABEL in labour ! not the men who built 
The Tower of Tumult on the plain of 
guilt. 
With all their feveral breaths, and feveral lungs, 
Their roots and labials, languages and tongues, 
Their " tales of bricks," their howls for men and 
hods. 
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For line and plummet, fquares and meafuring 

rods. 
Their mefs of meanings — terms nought " under- 

ftanded," 
Work with more toil mifdone than ever man 

did. 
Challenge back-bandied, orders given not taken. 
All talkers and all deaf — not thefe awaken 
Such 'wildering in my brain — nor of fuch fort. 
As the laft church-commiflion's laft Report ; 
That thing of ups and downs, of ins and outs. 
Of claufe and protefts, paragraphs and doubts, 
Of yeas and nays — but every fcore of yeas 
NulPd and negation'd by a thoufand nays. 



i 
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Like old Ben Tommy's front, fcant eyes, much 

nofe ; 
Like the pegs lining his ftrong room in rows. 
Where textile fabric of all faftiion flouts. 
And every peg hangs up a dozen clouts.* 

Strange variance this 'mongfl: grave " commif- 
fion'd " men — 
CommilTion'd — mandates, for the herd, to pen, 
Ifhmaels, where each lifts hand againfl: his brother. 



* A various reading, context loft — 

Where every foph his own pet fancy fpouts. 
And every claufe begets a dozen doubts. 
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And, with head broken, breaks the head of other ; 
SummonM from eaft and weft, " commiflion'd " 

fages. 
To pafs in grand review the Prayer-Book's 

pages. 
Score line by line, the leaves dogs-ear and 

creafe. 
And make a platitude, and call it peace. 
Thus with wild hands the good fhip's tacks they 

handle, 
And ftagger through their ftraits of Babel-mandel, 
Mandeb, the word in other form appears, — 
Its meaning one — confufion and tears. 
Mandel or Mandeb — this the fum in chief, 

H 
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*' Through ftraits fteer wildly and you come to 

grief : " 
This, in our Babel and its crew, ye fee, 
" Navis folvuntur rifu tabulae/' 



II. RIDICULUS MUS. 

Thefe mafons then, feeing the ftorm arrived, 
Forfake their purpofe and like frantic fools 
Scatter their fluff' and tumble down their tools. 

Sylvester's Du Bartas, Babylon. 

Babel broke loofe ! and what a merry noife — 
And thefe, are thefe, indeed, the little boys 
Whom fitting late around a board I faw. 
Silent, and almoft fad, and full of awe. 
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Under her rule, whofe word to them was law ? 
And now fo full of fun and gibes and gabble, 
And very like a Paris-gamin-rabble, 
Such boys for bounce and badinage and babble. 
And all that Shakefpeare underftands by prabble ; 
Thofe Simon Pures are they thefe fons of Nabal ? 
*^ Simones Pueri hi funt filii Babel ?" 

The fame ; — fee how they tumble o'er and o'er 
Down like the headlong waters of Lodore, 
O'er heads and tails, lithe leap-frogs full of chaff. 
With many a wink and nafal telegraph, 
O'er-joy'd that Mirth brims high their feftal cup. 
And that, for them, old fchool is broken up. 



{ 
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Bored with the Board no longer, out they come 
Frefh from their folemn toils for Chriftendom, 
Frefh as young larks that, long in durance pent, 
Through door unpinn'd, uncaged have found a 

vent, 
And now in ftiout and fong, in larks and lays, 
Make up for thofe, their " mute inglorious" 

days, 
When lazily they work'd and all were dumb. 
And but one word was heard, and that one word 

was *^ mum." 



But changed is now all that, they fift, they 
fight. 
Punch head, pull nofe, run, riot, read, recite : 
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" Charge, Chefter!'* charge, for every crofs, a 

crown ; 
— And fee they pay you the five ftiillings down. 
" On, Stanley, on!*' — be Scripture, Church and 

creed 
Re-Milled, re-minted for the public need. 
Till Mill to Christ and Comte to Mill fucceed. 
Up with your books, like birds into the air, 
(At breakings up, all fun to boys is fair ;) 
And while with out-ftretched leaves they hover 

there, 
Cock, Double-Glo'fter — Glou-cef-ter and Briftol, 
Cock your keen eye, and double-barrel-piftol ; 
— Nay, look not glum as though your piece had 

mifs'd all : 
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Bring— on the brace — one barrel each to bear, 
Wound the old Bible, wing the Common Prayer. 

But hift ! for all your pellets and your pufF, 
Old books are, like old birds, amazing tough. 
And take much pounding ere they have enough. 

Now — all of that wild herd were not great guns 
Like thefe — for fome were very little ones — 
Yet all, as to and fro they bawl'd and bounded, 
Contrived to make confufion worfe confounded : 
And ever 'mid their fhouts and cries, methought, 
One found of one prevailing voice I caught ; 
It fell in ftrange deep tones upon mine ear. 
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An outland voice, a voice that knew no peer. 
In meafured accents, doloroufly deep. 
It made my flefti — my very fancy — creep. 

Oft have I watchM from off fome inlet's-fhore 
The wild incoming of a tidal bore ; 
Seen — like the Red Sea wall, the fwell advancing, 
Mark'd — the top foam- wave like a fea-horfe 

prancing, 
Yet through the rufh and roar — more ftill, more 

ftrong, 
Paft pile and jetty as it drove along, 
Have heard the deep ground-current's underfong ; 
So weird, fo folemn, melancholy, flow. 
It is ! it is the voice of holy Joe ! 
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O wild difcordant concord of ftrange founds ! 
The glee of fchoolboys, burfting out of bounds, 
When each his own game plays — blows his own 

bellows. 
With wit fufficient juft to fool his fellows ; 
Hard words — what each propofed all contra- 

didied — 
Hard blows — what hits they felt, they re-inflided — 
A Band of Braves whereof there breathed not one 
But all in turn had fet and fat upon. 

So all that day went down, in broil and bother, 
Till like Kilkenny cats, they ate each other ; 
And left their pile of work, on creeds and rubrics. 
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To dwindle downwards to a tale of two bricks ! 
Lefs than Birs Nimroud by the river, lefs 
Than Babel with its hollow emptinefs, 
Lefs than all things, all men, however fmall, 
Lefs than the leaft, ay, lefs than none at all : 
With none fo poor to cry, " God blefs them," 

blefs 
The men who marr'd a Tower and made a mefs, 
In making nothing out of nothingnefs. 
Ah ! happier they, had thofe confumed elves. 
Before they made that meal upon themfelves, 
** Dined with Duke Humphry " and contrived to 

treat 
Their tafte with chafF that none may live and eat. 
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And when — in days that now long diftant 

are — 
Your fpirits come, " commlflion'd" from afar, 
Lit by your miftrefs*, the foft moon's green light. 
On vans right-royal borne, to fee the fite 
Where, bafed on pointlefs head, before its fall 
Tottered your tower of pride pyramidal ; 
And when ye ftruggle through the veil of tears 
To catch the objedl of your loves and fears, 
But ftrive in vain — and aflc of men long dead — 
" Where lives the labour of our hands and 

head ? 
'' Where the great Babylon we builded ? where ? " 
Echo (hall anfwer make," Don't know, don't care!*' 
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UEnvoi. 

Tu fortes aliorum quaere, 
Et fors evadet tua ; 

'^ Exegi monumentum jEre, 
Quod mole ruit fua." 

Librorum pulvis hie et cinis 

Caeruleorum reftant. 

Finis. 




CHISWICK press: — PRINTED BY WHITTINGHAM AND WILKINS, 
TOOKS COURT, CHANCERY LANE. 
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